This emperor has granted, graciously,
To come to dinner, as he's been besought,
And, well I think, he pondered busily
Upon the child, and on his daughter thought.
Alia went to his inn, and, as he ought,
Made ready for the feast in every wise
As far as his experience could devise.

The morrow came, and Alia rose to dress,

And, too, his wife, the emperor to meet;

And forth they rode in joy and happiness.

And when she saw her father in the street,

She lighted down, and falling at his feet,

"Father," quoth she, "your young child, your Con-

stance,
Is now gone clean out of your remembrance.

"I am your daughter Constance," then said she,

"That once you sent to Syria. 'Tis L

It is I, father, who, on the salt sea,

Was sent, alone to drift and doomed to die.

But now, good father, mercy must I cry:

Send me no more to heathendom, godless,

But thank my lord, here, for his kindliness/'

But all the tender joy, who'll tell it all
That was between the three who thus are met?
But of my tale, now, make an end I shall;
The day goes fast, I will no longer fret.
These happy folk at dinner are all set,
And there, in joy and bliss, I let them dwell;
Happier a thousand fold than I can tell.

This child Maurice was, since then, emperor

Made by the pope, and lived right christianly,

Unto Christ's Church he did a great honour;

But I let all his story pass me by.

Of Constance is my tale, especially.

In ancient Roman histories men may find

The life of Maurice; I've it not in mind.
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